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L eonard stared at the pale doughy crust on the silver 
pan. It was pretty even this time. 
No holes. He wished he could toss 
the dough in the air, like they did 
on TV, but that just looked too 
hard. He slathered tomato paste 
and sprinkled mozzarella across 
the doughy plane. He sighed. 
A cheese pizza. Large. Just like 
the customer wanted. He half 
apologized to the pepperoni and 
to the sausage, as they lay in their 
respective tubs and zip-lock bags. 
They hated not to be used, and he 
hated not using them. What good 
was a pizza without any meat on 
it? His shoulders dropped, as he 
slid the pizza into the industrial 
oven, setting the timer for twenty 
minutes. 
The little blond counter girl, 
Jessica, calmly peeled a banana in the front of the restaurant. There were blue 
streaks in her hair that she claimed to have done with Kool-aid. Leonard didn't 
quite see how that would work, but he took her word. Her face was caked with 
make-up and her nose was crooked. It made her a look like she would spit any 
moment. She wore a purple polo with a black collar. Just like Leonard's, except 
his was tucked in. She leaned against the counter with her back to the front 
door, and scowled. 
"Fucking goddamn hell," she exclaimed, "would you look at that?" He did, 
and saw a long rotten spot running the length of the banana. "I love bananas, 
but they're just too goddamn unreliable." 
Leonard nodded. He didn't know what to say. He filled a medium-sized 
cup with Mountain Dew, and told her he was taking a break. 
"Not even worth it," she said, and chucked the banana into the trash. "Better 
be back when the pizza's done. I don't touch ovens." She patted her belly. The 
way she slouched made her look fat. And she looked so thin when she stood 
up straight. Why was that, he wondered. A voice from somewhere deep in his 
brain told him she looked fat because of the displacement of body mass when 
she slouched. She wasn't fat, it was just perspective. 
Leonard looked out to the small dining area. There were booths along the 
walls, and tables in the center. The walls were tan with a solid green band in the 
middle. On that band, an artist had painted famous cartoon characters eating 
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their pizza. He'd always wondered if they could get in trouble for that. Like 
whoever made those characters might come in and get mad. He eyed a booth 
in the corner and smiled. lhey were so comfortable. They bent and curved in 
just the right places. Ifhe didn't know better, he'd think that they'd been made 
just for him. Just so he could sit comfortably. 
He toddled over to the booth, and as he did his eyes connected with the 
ugliest person he'd ever seen. A woman, although he first thought it was a 
man, sitting at one of the tables. She was squat and round, and had pulled her 
stringy hair back into a ponytail. She had big, coal-black eyes, sunken into her 
skull, which were underlined by purplish bags of sleep deprivation. Her fatty 
jowls made her jaw look like it belonged to a ventriloquist dummy, and her 
cheeks were littered with salt-and-pepper stubble. A singular hairy mole had 
sprouted from her cheek. She was sweating so badly, just sirting there. A baby 
blue t-shirt that read "I Love Swimming" clung to her sagging boobs and her 
globular belly. She saw him and smiled. He looked away quickly and hurried 
past. It was probably her pizza he'd just made. As he sunk into the booth, his 
belly pressing against the table, he heard her say, "I don't bite." 
He turned. "What?" 
"Yi.m should sit with me," she said, "I'm not known fi)r biting." Her voice 
was deep. A soothing baritone. If she was a man she could be on the radio, he 
thought. 
"I -I -I don't know who you are," he said. 
"Sit down and you will." 
His mouth went dry. The phone rang, and Jessica answered. She squealed 
hello and disappeared into the back. He felt like he should sit with ugly woman, 
for some reason. Like her asking obligated him to sit. Her being ugly didn't 
seem like a good enough reason to say no. So nervously, he lifted himself from 
the booth and toddled a few feet to her table. He sat in one of the stiff iron-
back chairs, and the legs screeched as he pulled himself up close. lhe woman 
smiled. 
"Thank you," she said. 
"I think I just made you a pizza back there?" 
She shook her head. "I have problems with dairy, Leonard," she said. 
"H-h-how do you know who I am?" 
lhe ugly woman shook her head, and leaned in close "That girl you work 
with?" 
"Jessica?" 
She nodded. "She's pregnant." 
"What?" 
"She doesn't know it yet, but she will feel sick sometime soon. She'll go 
home and she'll vomit. It will look like melted cheese." 
"S-s-she's only fifteen." 
'The woman exploded in laughter, dropping her ventriloquist dummy jaw to 
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laugh a low mechanical laugh. His mother had taken him to see a ventriloquist 
when he was younger. He thought the dummy was and refused to listen 
to her. For weeks after, he wondered how that dummy could stand having some 
guy's hand up his back. "Forgive my laughter," the woman said, "but I forget 
that you are not yet wise enough to understand things." 
"What things?" 
"It is possible to have a baby at fifteen. It is even possible to have one at 
tourteen, and sadly, sometimes younger. This is one of the many things you will 
someday discover." 
"Oh.Okay." 
The ugly woman inhaled and sniffed the air. "I do love the smell of pizc£a, 
though. What kind of pizza is it?" 
"Cheese." 
"I love cheese pizzas. Betore I developed my problems with dairy, I used to 
eat them all the time." 
"W-w-who are you?" he said finally. 
"My name is Leslie," she smiled, and held out her hand. He shook it, and was 
shocked at how strong her grip was. He thought about how his father told him 
you can tell a lot about a man based on how strong their grip is. Leonard thought 
that was ridiculous. It was such a small thing, how could it mean anything? But 
her grip was stronger than any man's he'd ever met, and he didn't know what 
that meant. Her hands were so sweaty that they felt like fish. "It is nice to see 
you again, Leonard. I have torgotten how much like Big Boy you look." 
"Big Boy?" 
"'fbe restaurant.lhe fat man in the overalls, holding hamburgers. It's not 
important. What is important is why I am here. I'm here to warn you about 
something. About your life. The life that lies in front of you. But you have to 
promise me something." 
"What?" 
"Take what I say seriously. It will be hard. Your gut will tell you interpret 
my words as a joke, but that would be a mistake. Can you do that?" 
"I g-g-guess so." Leonard shifted in his seat, his back beginning to ache from 
the stiff metal. The woman smiled and took a deep breath before speaking. 
"You have something wrong, Leonard. With your brain. There is a small 
tumor on it. It is harmless-benign, as they will call it. The doctors will remove 
it with little difficulty. Have the headaches begun?" 
"What?" 
"Have you been experiencing migraines recently? Headaches?" 
"No." 
"This will be the first Anyway. With the tumor gone, you will find 
things making more sense. It was on an important part of your brain and essen-
tially made you less intelligent. It has metaphorically locked you in your dead 
mother's house, and prevented you from advancing in the world. With it gone 
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things will begin to make more sense. It will be a time of great knowledge for 
you Leonard, and you'll feel your life getting better." 
Leonard stared at her. She must be one of those crazy people. Those homeless 
people that come in everyday and offer to clean the windows for a nickel. 
"You'll begin to feel differently about yourself You'll look back over your 
life and remember things the tumor made you forget. You will remember how 
you've dealt with women in the past, and you'll begin to wonder if perhaps you 
were meant to be born a woman. n 
"I'm not gay, ma'am," Leonard said quickly. 
"I know that. But the fact of the matter is not all sex change operations are 
performed on homosexuals." 
"Oh." 
"This brings me to the point where I tell you who I really am. My secret 
identity, if you will." Leonard scooted forward in his seat, like he used to do 
when he was younger and watching a scary movie on TV. Leslie took a deep 
breath. "I am you Leonard. I am you from the future after you undergo a sex 
change. " 
All the air left Leonard's lungs, and he felt his mouth growing dry. 
"I know this is hard to accept, and that you won't right away. But it's impor-
tant that you believe me someday." She looked him over, inspecting his response. 
Leonard looked down at the table, and at a little dent where someone had banged 
a salt shaker against it. "Do you have anything to say, Leonard?" 
He shook his head, not looking up. 
"You'U be a very attractive woman. Voluptuous, of course. Like how woman 
looked in the fifties and sixties, before the media and all that. And at first, you 
will believe the choice to be a wise one. But one day, things will go wrong." 
He looked up. 
"The doctor that performed the operation-a handsome young man of 
twenty-nine-will call you at home. He will ask you to dinner under the guise 
of checking up on your well-being. Even though you have no interest in men 
sexually, you will accept. A few glasses of wine later, you will find yourself in 
bed with him. To make a long story just a bit shorter, he will impregnate you 
and abandon you." 
A voice somewhere deep in his brain told him that it's impossible for post-
op females to get pregnant. 
"The pregnancy will do tragic things to your hormones. You will grow fat, 
and your chemicals will become unbalanced. It will be hard to control your body 
hair. You'll try, at first, but will one day give up. The child is born and grows up 
normal. You will have a happy life with him at first, until he discovers who you 
once were. He'll grow to hate you and say hurtful things-'Disgusting freak,' 
and things of that sort. He will run away, and you'll grow greatly depressed." 
Leonard's skin began to tingle and his face warmed. He felt like bugs were 
crawling up and down his back. He scratched his chin, and his head began to 
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throb. 
"I am here to warn you, Leonard. Don't undergo a sex change operation. 
Avoid dinners with young doctors and wine-no matter how handsome and 
convincing they may be." 
The timer on the oven went off and he heard the loud buzz. 
"Leonard," Jessica yelled from the back, "oven." 
"I -I -I have to go," he said. 
"Fine. I have little faith that you are hearing my words. My only hope is that 
fate will take pity on you, and give us a second chance." 
He pushed his chair away and stood. His legs felt shaky and tired, as though 
he hadn't used them for years. 
"Goodbye Leonard," the ugly woman said, "and good luck." 
He opened his mouth to say goodbye, but he couldn't find words. Instead, 
he waved a sheepish wave and toddled away. Seconds later, he heard chair legs 
screeching against the floor and the bell over the door chime. 
Leonard saw Jessica leaning against the prep counter, chattering away on 
the phone. He walked to the oven, and opened the heavy silver door. With an 
oven mitt, he removed the pizza and set it out on the cooling table. 
"Here, hang on a sec," he heard Jessica say. She covered the receiver of the 
phone and looked at Leonard. "You mind ifI jet a few minutes early? We're 
dead as hell. Cassie'll be here soon." 
"That's nne," he said. 
"Coolness," she said, uncovering the receiver. "Yeah, so I'll be over in like 
ten minutes, okay? Love you, too. Bye." She clicked off the phone, and smiled 
at Leonard. "That a friend of yours out there?" 
"No," he answered quickly, "j-j-just one of those homeless people." 
"Really?" She slipped off her purple polo. She was wearing an off-white 
wife beater that was about two sizes too small. Her pert teenage breasts rested 
high on her chest, and a smooth pale belly peeked out from the bottom of the 
shirt. He noticed a silver stud in her belly button that looked a bit like a screw. 
"Those people are weird as fuck," Jessica said. 
"Yeah." 
"Funny sometimes though," she said as she turned away, "she want any-
thing?" 
Leonard shook his head. "Just someone to talk to." 
"Well, I gotta jet. See ya tomorrow." 
"Bye," he said. As he watched her bound off, his stomach warmed. Some-
times, he forgot that there were perfect, pretty things floating around in the 
world. It felt good that he knew her. He heard the bell over the door chime, 
and she was gone. 
Leonard took the large knife they used to slice pizzas in hand. A large pizza 
was supposed to have twelve slices. If you sliced it into quarters, and then sliced 
each quarter into thirds, you'd end up with twelve. Being even didn't matter 
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much, and normally he'd just slice it quickly. But the voice deep in his brain 
told him to be careful. Be meticulous, it said. 
So he was. 
He eyeballed each cut, trying very hard to make it perfect. On the last cut, 
a muscle spasmed and his arm jerked, leaving him with one large slice, and a 
thin dangly one. He sighed again. Part of him wanted to just throw it all away. 
Try it again. But he didn't have the time. He slid the pizza into a white, card-
board box with the restaurant's name on the front in big, red letters. He closed 
the box, and stuck the order slip on top with a yel10w smiley-face sticker. He 
slid the box underneath the warming lamp to wait for whoever had ordered it. 
Leonard toddled up front and leaned against the counter, looking out at the 
warm afternoon sun shining in through the window. It was almost four, and 
another employee should be arriving soon. 
